
The cmicall Hiflorie of 

For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 

Nerrffa, And pardon me my gentle ( IJratiam , 
for that fame fcrubbed boy the Do&ors Clarke 
in hew of fhisjaft night did lie with me. 

Limit. Why this is like the mending ofhigh waves 
in Sommer where the waves are faiieenough ? 

What, are we cuckolds ere we haue defem’d it. 

Por. Speake not fo grofly, you are all amaz’d 5 
Hecreis a letter, reade it at your leafure, 

It comes from Padua from Bellano, 
there vou ihall findc that Portia was the Doftor, 
Nerrfftt here her Clarke. Lorenzo hcere 
ihall wifnes I fet foorth as (bone as you, 
and euen But now returnd : /hauenotyet 
enterd my houfe. tAnthonio you are welcome, 
and I haue better newes in ftorc for you 
than you e'xfpech vnfeale this letter (bone, 
there you (hall finde three ofyonr Argofies 
are richly come to harbour (odajnly. 

You (hall not know by whatftrange accident 
/cbaunced on this letter. 
oAntho. I am dumb ? 

Bajf. Were you the Doctor, and /knew you not ? 
Cra. Were you the Clark that is to make me cuckold. 
7\ {er. /but the Clarke that neuermeanes to doe it, 
vnlefle he liue vntill he be a man. 

Haff. (Sweet Doftor) you ihall be my bedfellow? 
when /am abfent then lie with my wife. 

An. (Sweet Lady) you haue giuen me life jind lyuingj 
for heere /reade for ccrtaine that my (hips 
are fafely come to Rode. 

Por . How now Lorenzo ? 
jny Clarke hath (bme good comforts to for you, 

Ner /, and ile giuc them him without a fee. 
There-doc / giuc to you and leffica 
from the rich /ewe, a fpcciall deedc of gift 
after his death, of all he dies polfeft of 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

Ltrtit' Faire Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 

*r»«** f . fi . 

,nd vet ? am fare you at e not fattshed 
ofthefe cuents at full. Letvsgoem, 
j c haro-e vs there vpon mtergotones, 
and we will aunfwer all things faithfully. 

C h. Letit be fo, the firft intergotory 
that mV Nerrffa (hall be fworne on, is, 
whether till the next night (he had rather flay, 
ot fl 0 e to bed now being two houres to day : 

Bm were the day come, /^pdd wlhn to 
oil / were couching with the Dolors Clarke. 

Well, while /Hue, ile fcare no other thing 
fofore, askeepingfafe Nerrffat ring. 


Exeunt* 
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